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Avatar: The Shape of Water 


Interstate 64. The wheels of a tractor trailer screeched inches away from the walls of blue 
Toyota Prius. Me and my roommate, Alexander, chatted away about the culture of the Amerikan 
interstate. How the interstate is a lifestyle of its own. A high stakes, competitive culture entirely 
separate from civil life. A great first come first serve equalizer for everyone not rich enough to 
take their jet to the next town over. We were headed back home to Shenandoah to watch the 
world cup finals with some close friends and comrades, as well as visit Regal cinema 
Harrisonburg for Avatar 2: The Shape of Water. We arrived early Saturday night to our 
comrade’s apartment, smoked some marijuana, and gunned off to the theater. 

We arrived just in time, taking a break for a few more tokes in the parking lot. We were 
all excited. Not so much for the film itself but for the spectacle, and to sit in a packed theater 
again for the first time in years. 

As we entered the theater it struck me as desolate. More desolate than I’d ever seen this 
place. Regal Cinemas in Harrisonburg, Virginia was my childhood theater. Since my first film 
there (Guy Ritchie’s Sherlock Holmes: A Game of Shadows) it has been seared in my mind as 
THE definitive place to see movies. It’s not a grand theater, especially not now. It’s not 
particularly advanced nor antiquated. It doesn’t shine much, save for the beautiful Regal 
Cinemas sign outside, and the lobby doesn’t leave much to the imagination. It’s sullen, but not 
nearly so much as Movieland in Richmond. We had purchased our tickets in advance so the only 
thing we stopped for was popcorn before heading to the ticket tearer. 

Regal’s staff certainly isn’t happy nor proud. However, because of the theater itself and 
the relative youthfulness of the employees there is a light air of intimacy. The pathway to the 
ticket tearer is small, warmly light corridor with hallways on either side. The ticketman handed 
us our glasses and pointed us towards the doors of theater eight, the biggest room in the building! 

Standing in front of theater 8’s entrance were three high school aged girls all in Regal 
uniform. One held the velvet rope attached to two posts. I’d never seen this at Regal before, nor 
any theater for that matter. With such a big film you’d expect big audiences and big security 
fanfare, so for Regal three 17 year olds seemed about right. The waved us in and we found our 
seats. 

None of us had seen a 3D film in years. Cautious optimism danced around our heads. We 
talked shop, cinema, trailers, etc, until the first 3D trailer started. It was a jarring experience. I 


had completely forgotten how useless and shitty 3D was. I was sickened both physically and 
mentally. What a bullshit technology propping up the concept of cinema as rollercoaster. I leaned 
over to Alexander to exclaim, the same as Godard said, “Zis is de enemy.” We laughed, as we 
always do, to make light of the real pain we felt. What a shitshow we were in for. Little did we 
know. 

We would be watching possibly the most oversold piece of dog shit imaginable. Kellog’s 
in box dvd computer game level graphics, the worst green screen editing I’ve seen in a major 
blockbuster post 2000, patriarchal family structures being held as core values, a white kid with 
dreadlocks, and above all else avatars with FUCKING PERMS! Jesus I can’t shit talk this movie 
enough. Everything I hate about filmmaking is present. The camera meanders and trips over 
itself like a over excited toddler. Cameron, seemingly wanting to immerse the viewers in his VR 
nightmare, using a sickening zoom effect similar to that of a Lars Von Trier film. Everything was 
sloppy. 

Knowing this film was 13 years in the making makes it even more disgusting. My man 
had 13 god damn years to make something passable and failed miserably. His characters have 
completely lost whatever goals or traits they held in the first film. Jake Sully especially. By the 
end of Avatar Sully is a revolutionary hero. He rejects his humanity to fully embrace the ways of 
life and love offered to him graciously by the Navi. He immerses himself in the culture of these 
alien people because he is one of them and in this world there is no other way to be. However, in 
this new movie, he has rejected almost entirely the ways of the Navi. The entire film’s action is 
driven by his incredibly humanistic and patriarchal ideas of family structure. He leaves HIS 
people, his community, in their most dire time of need for the purpose of protecting his wife and 
kids. Speaking of, he borderline neglects his children. He completely ignore his daughters until 
they’re damsels in distress, and he forces his sons into a mindset of kill or be killed. He judges 
his sons harshly as they don’t live up to his standards of human manliness. And by the end of the 
film, he is rewarded for it. His sons become warriors and heroes by fighting as he did. They help 
save the day by chasing the high of battle that Sully seems unable to escape. 

His wife and daughters bare most of the pain of their decision to leave their native and 
ancestral land. His wife has difficulty adapting to their new home, which is no fault of her own 
as she is canonically not built to withstand the ways of the water Navi. His daughter, played by a 
forty year old Sigourney Weaver, searches for more connection to her home planet but is 
ridiculed and punished for it. And his youngest will only ever know a life of running and fear. All 
because of Sully’s need to protect his family over his community. 

His sons also face an incredible hurdle in their new lives. They are straight up abused by 
the young boys in the water village................. 


So here’s the deal. I’ve been working on this stupid fucking essay for about two or three 
weeks now. For reasons beyond my own comprehension this behemoth of a film is causing me 
so much writing based distress that I can barely put a word on the page. Even just discussing this 
more with friends is enough to drive me mad. I find it utterly impossible to stay on track when 
thinking about all the bullshit this piece of garbage threw at me in its three hour runtime. 


I enjoy cinema. I love it, in fact. I’ve dedicated my life thus far to it. When I watch 
movies, I chose ones that I think I’Il enjoy. I try my best not to watch movies I think I will hate. I 
saw Avatar: The Shape of Water solely because of its spectacle value (something I talk on end 
about being the sole force murdering cinema). But I’m done with that. I hated this movie and 
nothing I have to say will really add any value to any conversation. So I’m done talking about 
this bullshit movie. I’m cutting myself off here. I have another essay to write about a piece of 
ART that I saw at the Byrd theater recently, and I can’t keep letting this lazy shitfest hold me 
back from real work. Fuck you James Cameron. Suck my fat cock, and don’t forget to lick my 
balls a little bit. 


The day after we went to the theater Me, Alexander, and our comrades Austin, Michael, 
and Carson got together to watch the world cup finale. I spun some music on my DDJ while we 
watched. It was a wonderful time. Messi finally set the record straight. Ronaldo cried. All was set 
right. 


Tune in for my next installment. I’Il be talking about my viewing of Blood Simple at the 
Byrd Theater in Richmond, Virginia. 


- Tempest Britt 
Friday January, 13 2023 


